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River. It seems so unbelievably small. If it isn't
we are certainly done for. We leave soon after
dawn and follow the line of the river as best we
can. Extremely hard to map the river from this
height above it, which we cannot approach
because of the deep gorge through which
it is flowing. We make hopeless time. Never
known anyone to travel as slowly as we are. We
can hardly cross one leg in front of the other.
When we fall our legs literally will not move to
pick us up again although we honestly try to do
so. On one occasion I must have been down for
quite a few minutes before my legs would func-
tion at all. Everything rotten to the hold with the
recent rains. About 10 a.m. we reach a ravine
with a chorrera [rivulet stream] falling pre-
cipitously down into the river. A very dangerous
descent. Last bit falls over a very bad land-slide.
Still wet and slippery from the rain. In cross-
ing this bloody place the ledge gives way under
me. Thank God for two hanging vines. Catch
them just in time and hang there swinging. I
can't hang on long in my damaged state, and
good old Cajas risks his life, climbs down to the
broken edge, breaks off an improvised hook from
a branch which he hooks around the vines. With
this he swings me backwards and forwards until
he finally swings me into safety on that part of
the ledge that wasn't broken where he was stand-
ing. Bloody country this. Soon after we crossed